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Day | 


-" That's the last box. Thank you so much."-, Tarja sighed at the removers. She thought it wouldn't happen to 
her but it had. Divorce. Even after lb years they couldn't keep together. After trying to rebound with her 
husband and failing, she had had to leave her home in Buenos Aires and move away. Back to Finland, back to 
Kitee. No other place felt as much like home right now than the little municipality near the Finnish-Russian 
border. One other reason was that her family was mostly there. She'd have help anytime she needed. She 
wasn't completely alone in her new house, as she had brought Naomi with her. Like she would leave her with 
Marcelo to the other side of the world. No mother would do something like that. Of course Marcelo wouldn't 
do anything to her but Tarja still liked to keep the child close to herself. 


Walking through the empty house she tried to imagine their life there. How she would decorate the house, 
what to put and where, which rooms were most suitable for bedrooms. Staring outside from the living room 
window, she saw in her mind how she'd put up a swing for her daughter and a sandbox too. She herself would 
plant some flowers and maybe an apple tree. Naomi was running around the empty rooms and giggling. What 
fun it was for her to have so much empty space. -"Mom! | found me a room! | want my bedroom to be 


therel'-, The girl yelled and pulled her mother's hand. -" Ok honey. Whatever you want"-, Tarja said emptily. 


Coming back to the hall filled with boxes of all sizes Tarja took a deep breath. *! can see us living here..Yes*, 
she thought. -"Ok wild one, we need to find the TV and some cords to make it work. Then | was thinking we'd 
have pizza for dinner."-, Tarja grinned at the little girl. She knew the little one would love a pizza slice any time. 


Seeing her daughter go crazy over the idea made her laugh but still she could feel something was wrong. 


After an hour or so, they both sat on a fluffy carpet in the living room floor and ate pizza straight from the 
box while watching cartoons. -"Will we be putting up the rest of the stuff today, mom? I'm tired"-, Naomi 
whined and laid down on the carpet. -"No, we don't have to. | promised grandpa, you'd spend a few days with 
him while | organize the house a little. Would that be ok?"-, Tarja said. -"! could drive you there already this 
evening."-, She continued. -"Fun! We could do all kinds of things with grandpa. He promised to take me fishing."-, 
The girl mumbled. She was officially going to fall asleep right there. -"You look like | need me to take you there 


now."- 


-"Hi sweetie pie. How are you?"-, The elder man asked as he opened the door. -"Hi dad, just fine. A bit shook up 
though."-, Tarja answered and kicked her shoes off before entering the hall. -"Naomi fell asleep in the car 
which isn’t a surprise. Our flight was super late last night:"-, Tarja continued. -"I'm so happy you came up with 
this idea. I'll take her fishing tomorrow like | promised her."-, Jouni said and chuckled heartily. Tarja felt slight 
bit happy seeing her father's eyes light up like that. Since her mother had died, the man had been more or 
less depressed. -"You look sad little bird, tell me.."-, Jouni croaked as they sat down in the small living room 
after putting Naomi to bed. -"Well.| just moved out and dumped my husband. How could that possibly feel?"-, 
Tarja cleared out with tears glistening in her eyes. -"l feel like a failure. | wanted to have my marriage last 
forever like you and mom and | just.."-, Her voice cracked and she burst into a helpless crying. Wrapping his 
arm around his daughter's shoulders, Jouni rocked her back and fort to comfort her. -"You're going to be fine. 
You're beautiful, someone's going to fall in love with you again. You are going to fall in love again Just don't 
give up on it", He spoke gently as Tarja's tears soaked the shoulder of his shirt. -"! know but it just.it just 
feel s-so bad"-, The woman blurted out in between sobs. -"It hurts now | know.."- Jouni simply knew how to 
handle his only beloved daughter and Tarja loved it. Not many people had that kind of a relationship with their 
dad. 


*Going back.home?*, Tarja thought. It was home now. The still weird feeling house had earned the name home 
once again. -"I'm homel"-, she yelled as she went in the house. Her voice echoed through the dark, empty 
house. -"Oh, right right right"-, she talked to herself when she remembered she was alone. Dropping her keys 
and jacket on the first box net to the door she grabbed one of them that said -bathroom- in it, she walked 
through the bedroom to her bathroom. *Maybe some relaxin time just for me?*, she decided and smiled to 
herself. Digging through the box she found some soaps and scented candles. Placing them around the room she 
lit every one of them, turned on the tap to fill the tub and went to look for a CD-player. Finally after a while 
everything was ready and she stripped out of her clothes and stepped into the warm bubbly tub. *If | only 


had a glass of wine now..* 


Later that night she had made it to drag herself a mattress to the corner of the living room. Wiggling and 
turning on it, Tarja tried to find that other person next to her and snuggle up to..nothing. No one was there. 
For the first time since the year 2000 no one was sleeping next to her. It felt cold. *This is fucking 


ridiculous..*,-"l'm a grown woman for god's sake! | can sleep, on my own, in my own damn bedl"-, Tarja told to 


herself. Pulling the blanket over her head she burst into tears. 
Tuomas 


Emptiness. Not a single idea in sight. Not even the tiniest little sparkle of the flame he used to have. Staring 
into the lake and the restless waves hitting the beach, Tuomas wallowed from thought into thought. He was 
way too steady now. It was true though, he loved Johanna. But not enough to have inspiration about or for 
her? Taking a zip from his glass of whiskey, Tuomas sighed deeply. He hadn't slept at all for a few days. 
Johanna stepped on the balcony gave a worried glance over at the keyboarder. -"Tuomas? How're you feeling 
Today? You haven't ate anything since the day before yesterday."-, she asked with a gentle voice. -"Tuomas?"- 
Looking at all the empty bottles around him her face changed from worried to slightly annoyed. -"Would you 
wanna talk about this Tuo?"-, She asked and sat on the armrest of the chair. Getting nothing but an annoyed 
grunt for an answer she stepped up and sighed. Gathering all the bottles she went back in and took a last look 
at her beloved *What am | doing?! | love her and l'm being a jerk. | hope | didn't hurt her feelings. She must 
know | love her. She has to know..*, Tuomas thought. Getting up from his chair, he went inside too. With his 
stomach growling he went to the kitchen. Standing in front of the fridge he couldn't decide what to cook. Also 
Johanna appeared to the kitchen She had heard the balcony door open and was surprised when she saw 
Tuomas standing in the kitchen. -"What are you doing?"-, she cheered and wrapped her arms around the 
keyboarder's waist. -"I planned to make something out of this salmon but not sure what.."-, He growled and 
swayed a bit due to the whiskey. -"Can | join?"-, -"You can peel the carrots.'- This was great! Cooking 
together. What's better than cooking with your loved one? 


A while later the house was flooded by the smell of the soup. The couple sat in the living room watching TV 
while the soup was cooking on the stove with a bubbling noise which was mostly covered by Tuomas's growling 
stomach. Snuggling closer to the keyboarder on the sofa Johanna looked up at him. -"l usually don't mind your 
drinking but | think you should take a brake now."- Not sure of how Tuomas would react she held him tighter. 
-"Uhm..| know it's a problem but it's too much a habit to let go of"- Tuomas said in an unsure tone. Just 
when Johanna was about to say something, the keyboarder jumped up and went to the kitchen. -"The soup is 
ready."-, Tuomas called out. Eating in awkward silence they had nothing to talk about. For the first time in their 
relationship both of them felt like they didn't belong though neither of them dared to say it out loud. -"This is 
delicious. We are great cooks."-, Johanna enjoyed and took another spoon full to put in her mouth. -"Indeed."-, 


Tuomas agreed. Again silence filled the room. 


Later that day Tuomas was sitting by the piano. Time and time again he placed his fingers on the keys to play 
something then pulling them back and shaking his head. Johanna watched him struggle for a while and came 
closer. -"How's it going?"-, she asked and took a seat on the black grand piano. Loud cursing could be heard as 
he crashed the hoof over the keys with a loud bang. Rubbing his face he got up and walked around looking 
desperate. -"You need to think about something else, honey."-, the redhead said and followed him with her gaze. 
-"NO! l-I need to find that..something. Something, to get excited about. Maybe try to play something else than 
a piano. Fool around with a guitar.."-, Tuomas mumbled much to himself. -"That's a great idea Try the 
guitar."-, -"Guitar? You're a genius! Why didn't you say it before?!"-, Tuomas yelled out bursting out of pure 
joy and kissing her forehead. -"Guitar..Why didn't | think of that?"-, He babbled while going down the stairs to 


their studio. Johanna shook her head and laughed. -"Glad | could help!"-, she yelled after him even though she 


knew he couldn't hear her anymore. 


In the evening everything was turning for the worse. Digging himself under the sheets, the keyboarder tried to 
snuggle in and spoon her. Johanna turned down every try. -"Look."-, Tuomas spoke. -"! haven't had any 
inspiration lately and it bothers me. | quess..that's why I've been acting weird"-, he revealed and bit his lip. 
-"Talking about it would make it easier."-, Johanna said and turned around to face him and snuggled up against 
his shoulder. -"This is all | needed. By the way, did you succeed with the guitar?"-, she whispered and listened 
to his heartbeat. Tuomas stared at the ceiling. -"Not the way | wanted but | made some riffs. Emppu can 
listen to them and make them better. | can't play properly."-, He explained. -"I'm sure you'll figure out 


something eventually. No hurry right?"- Johanna reassured and drew little circles on the man's chest. They 


turned off their nightlight. 


-"Johanna? | want you to know that | love you."-, Tuomas whispered in a deep voice after a short silence. -"! 


know. | love you too."-, the woman whispered back gently 


Day 2 


Tarja 


The next morning Tarja woke up shivering. Instinctively she reached out to snuggle against..nothing. No one was 
there. *0h, right..*,she stated in her mind and got up. Walking into the kitchen she opened the fridge, empty 
fridge. *Shit..* -"I'm off to the storel"-, No one answered. -"Heard me?! Want anyt..Oh, right.."- She couldn't 
get it through her head, she was alone. Shrugging it off the best she could, she pulled her clothes on. -"Ok, 
Today l'm putting up the kitchen, the living room and the bathroom. Those are the most used rooms. Yes, | 
should probably carry all the boxes to where they're needed. That's a good plan"-, she spoke to herself pulling 
her hair in a bun and rolled up her sleeves, feeling good about herself. Walking to the hall she found the first 
boxes that said kitchen in them. *Huh.plates. | can do this. Lift with your legs.* Turns out it was much 
heavier than she thought. -"Fuck.Honey could you.."-, then she realized again Alone. Staring down at the box 
she went deep in thought. *It's true. l'm alone. Alone and | can't lift this box | need. Alone..lonely.%, -"No! | can 
fucking take this box to the kitchen. Where's the damn carpet?"- It worked! Sliding the box over the carpet and 
dragging it to the kitchen was easier than lifting the whole thing. *Look at me being smart.* Feeling clever she 
started to put the dinnerware to the cupboard. 


After a few hours, the room was starting to look like an actual kitchen. Standing in the doorway, Tarja smiled a 
little. Until she turned around and saw the boxes filling the hall. All the stuff that was still in sealed boxes, 
waiting to be organized. Thank god the removers had been kind enough to place her few furniture on the places 
she had planned beforehand. -"Take a break or go forth with this and rest when its done?"-, Tarja asked 
herself. *Better continue with the living room* And she did but a huge bit more slowly. During the time she 
put her books and CD's in the bookcase she came to think about it. In this house she would live alone with her 
daughter. Just the two of them. She herself as a single mom and Naomi without a father..What about her 
career? She couldn't just abandon it, right? To be honest, the one thing that scared her the most was her 
child growing up without a dad. How would she turn up? Scared of men or awkward around them her whole 
life? Feeling vulnerable Tarja put the stack of CD's down and circled her arms around her knees. And what 
about her herself? Single and alone. Sleeping on her own in a huge bed. Cooking alone. Traveling alone. Watching 
movies and staying up late, alone. *That's what this is..'m lonely.. No wonder l'm feeling bad. | lost the one I've 
somewhat always been with..Now I'd have to find a new one.* But it wouldn't be easy. 


The room was all dark. Thick dark curtains covering the big windows, kept the light outside as the black haired 
woman laid on the mattress. Tarja couldn't find a comfortable position to lay in so she twisted and turned all 
the time. The sheets were a mess, her hair was a mess.her life now, was a mess. Staring at the ceiling she 
wallowed from thought to thought. She should be happy now. Getting out of a marriage that didn't work 
anymore should be a dream come true. Right? It was two days in the new house, about a week of being 
something like single. It was ok to feel sad. For Naomi loosing her father and for herself to welcome single life. 
*How could | even find some new guy? It takes years to know if someone's in it because l'm famous or if it's 
really true affection..*, she wondered. *Loneliness, insecurity. That's you now. How does it feel, huh?* Her own 
thoughts tormented her and she couldn't get away from them. Nothing attracted her so much itd take her 
mind elsewhere. Worst thing was that she didn't know if it was a bad thing at all. What she did know though, 


was itd keep her awake for many nights. 


Laying there on the mattress, she got to go through many different things. How she would never find love 
again and the torture of watching her fatherless daughter grow up and possibly worry for her mom being 
alone. How she herself would turn ugly and bitter when she got old and then for sure no one would feel any 
attraction towards her. The world around the singer was turning cold and gray with these thoughts. Turning on 
her side she took a deep breath and closed her eyes. * There has to be a way to fall asleep.*, she demanded. 


Tarja was running. Running as fast as she could The clouds started to creep upon her. She ran, she ran. 
Through the forest, over the bridges, between huge buildings. Screaming for someone to help her with no avail 
she decided to hide and she did. She popped into an apartment and hid into a closet, trying to stay as silent as 
she could. From the small gap between the two doors of the closet she could see how the darkness slithered in 
and as if it was looking for her in twirled around for a while until leaving. Taking a deep breath she collapsed on 


the closet floor. She was safe, for now. 
Tuomas 


The day started pretty good for Johanna. Waking up to being spooned by the one she loved the most. A certain 
rock star who layed behind her and pressed his.morring wood against her behind. -"Waking up very happy 
today are you?"-, Johanna smiled. Feeling Tuomas's small kisses on the back on her neck and shoulders made 
her giggle. -"Stop, stop it tickles!"-, the redhead giggled. She was just about to turn around herself when 
Tuomas pulled her on her back to kiss her more but then Johanna stopped. Still tasting the booze on his lips 
was a major turn off. -"No s-stop, | can't"-, She whispered into Tuomas's ear and slithered away from under 
him leaving Tuomas in the bed confused. 


Drinking coffee in the living room, Tuomas read the newest Donald Duck Or so it seemed. In reality he was 
pondering on his relationship with the younger woman. He loved her that's for sure but still felt somewhat 
unattached with her recently. -"l was thinking we could fill the hot tub? Will you soak in it with me?"-, Johanna 
snickered joyfully and and wrapped her arms around the keyboarder's shoulders. -"Sure."-, Tuomas noted in a 


dull sound. Watching Johanna walk outside he sighed deeply. 


Trying to convert his thoughts from the problems Tuomas picked up the control of their Playstation and 
started the gadgets to play. Sadly, not even a few matches of NHL-hockey took his thoughts away. Taking a 
quick meaningful glance at the bar cabinet in the corner of the livingroom he took a deep breath. *Not 
today..*, he thought. Quitting the game he got up and went outside. Watching Johanna fill up the hot tub on 
the balcony he smiled a little. Taking a good look at his girlfriends pleasant figure he huffed gladly. Getting 
closer to Johanna he placed his palm on her hip. -"Hey babe. How long til we can plunge in?"-, he whispered in 
her ear. Johanna's face burst into a wide smile and wrapping her own palm over Tuomas's on her hip. -"Not 
long"-, she noted. Placing little kisses on the womans neck Tuomas let his hand drop. -"Should we have some 
champagne in the tub? Just one glass?"-, He begged. -"Alright, but just one glass."-, Johanna consented. -"It's 
ready now. Just a change of clothes and time for a dip."-, She continued. 


A few moments after they were slumbering in the warm bubbling water, taking zips of champagne from time 


to time and relaxing. -"This, is the best idea ever."-, Johanna declared and closed her eyes, letting the water 
massage her back. -"So glad you had this built."-, she sighed and sunk deeper into the water. -"One of my 
brightest moments, | agree."-, Tuomas said and chuckled. Glaring at the slumbering redhead Tuomas face 
curved into a mischievous grin. *Soo0o sexy.. like that..* -"Stop staring. | know what you want."-, Johanna 
noted without opening her eyes. -"What? | can't admire my own girlfriend?"-, Tuomas questioned sounding 
surprised. Smiling a little, Johanna opened her eyes. -"! know your face too well. | know what's on your mind 
You're upset about this morning."-, -"I'm used to getting turned down"-, Tuomas said sounding a bit 
disappointed. -"YOU!? What fully functioning woman would do that to you?"-, Johanna blurted out amazed and 
glared at the keyboarder in disbelief. -"A few.."-, Tuomas noted and looked down with a fake smile. Sliding closer 
to her he wrapped his arm around the singer's shoulders making Johanna lean against him. Their peaceful 
afternoon was cruelly interrupted by a phone call. -"Do you really have to go and answer?"-, Johanna asked 
and moved her hand to Tuomas's lower stomach under the water. -"I'm not sure.."-, the keyboarder growled. 
Very aware of her hand making its way, down there, Tuomas listened to his ringtone trying to figure out who 
it could be. Just when Johanna turned her head to kiss the keyboarder, Tuomas jumped up and grabbed a 
towel. -"Sorry, | gotta take this. Be right back."-, -"Are you fucking kidding me..?"-, she whispered to herself. 


M -"Tumppi, you never guess what?"- 

T -"This is not a very good timing Marco."- 

M -"l don't care, this can't wait. | came up with the greatest bass-line ever! Like better than Smoke on the 
Water with guitar!"- 

T -"Send the thing to my e-mail. | listen to it later, okay?"- 

M -"Whatever mate. Say, what was it you doing? Sexy time with the lady, huh?"- 

T -"Not your business, oldie."- 

M -"Hah! So that's it. Ok | leave you be. Go get her tiger!"- 

T -"Shut up.."- 


Quitting the call Tuomas smiled. That was about every call he and Marco had on free time. Ended with either 
one of them hanging up like that. Not rudely though. Looking back at the balcony Johanna was zipping her 
champagne and staring at the scenery over the lake. Feeling a bit hungry he walked to the kitchen and 
searched the cabinets for any snacks. *Seriously? Nothing? This is ridiculous! No chocolate, no strawberries, 
no grapes, not even chips..This is sad.*, Tuomas whined in his mind. -"! knew you would wanna snack but you're 
getting chubby from here."-, Johanna giggled and rubbed Tuomas's stomach. -"So when's the baby due?"-, she 
joked and kissed her man. 


Day 3 


Tarja 


The next morning Tarja woke up with a fiercely growling stomach, She had eaten barely anything since the day 
before yesterday. Going to her full furnished kitchen she felt proud for a moment. Opening the fridge she 
grabbed a few eggs, a jug of orange juice and a few carrots. *Fare enough..* After frying the eggs and peeling 
the carrots she finally get to the fun part. Eating. The growling in her belly ended and she felt so good. -"On 
with the living rooml'-, she cheered herself and journeyed to the other room to fix it up. She was about to go 
on with organizing the little stuff to the bookshelf when she came across a photo album. *Might aswell take a 
look at it..*, She thought. Seeing all the photos of her friends and herself on her and Marcelo's wedding day, on 
tours with different people, last pictures with her mother in ther, first pictures of Naomi. Memorizing all 
those moments brought tears to her eyes. She had been so happy, all those moments of her life had brought 
her to this moment. Moment where she felt sad. How could all that bring her to sadness and let her end up 
like this..alone. Setting the photos aside, she heard her phone ring. It was Marcelo. Hesitating to answer she 
gently swiped the green button and raised the phone to her ear. 


T -"Hello?"- 

M -"Its me. Just decided to tell you, all our contracts no longer exist. I'm dropping you from Nems."- 

T -"To my understanding they were made life long!"- 

M -"Well as | said, they no longer exist. You should've thought about that earlier, bitch."- 

T -"Yo-you can't d-do this to me.."- 

M -"Yes | can and that wasn't all. I'm coming to get my daughter back. I'll sue for custody. You can keep 
whatever shit you took from ‘our home' but I'm taking the girl."- 

T -"She isn't yours to take! | always wanted her more than you ever did! You bastard |, |."- 

M -"What are you gonna do? No income, nothing backed up and hearing from your voice | believe emotionally 


unstable too. How're you going to take care of her? Just give up before you even start. You can't win this."- 


With those words Marcelo quit the call leaving Tarja speechless. This wasn't real. All she had built since she 
was a teenager came crashing down with one phonecall. Feeling crushed she held her tears back. She wouldn't 
cry. Not anymore. Not because of him. Not because of this horrible trick he had pulled. But the threat of 
taking the child away from her stung Tarja's heart madly. -"| won't give up on this. | won't."-, she assured 
herself. Like her life wasn't fucked up already this had to happen too. *It was too good to be true. My life was 
too perfect and it collapsed. Perfect is not meant to last.* Thinking about it brought her down even more. 
Feeling hopeless and vulnerable she decided to reach out to her friends. That's what they were for, right? 


| lost it all. Marcelo dropped me from the label and now | don't have a manager. | can no longer make music. - 
Tarja 


WHAT?! :0 -Floor 


| can't believe it either.. Tho | could kinda see it coming with the divorce and all. | should've know :( -Tarja 


There's no way for this to be your fault, honey :( | can come over if you want -Floor 

No, I'm fine. Just the first shock going on. Everything | ever had is gone now -Tarja 

Are you sure you're ok alone? -Floor 

Yes, I'm sure. | have Naomi and my dad near -Tarja 

Ok then, but I'm coming over some day. | wanna see your new home :P -Floor 

Sure thing :D -Tarja 

Now she felt even worse. Of course she didn't like to be alone right now and wanted Floor to come over. Why 
didn't she just say that? -"| dont wanna be alone.."-, she whispered to herself. She had promised her father he 
could have Naomi for until the next day and she didn't want to bother them. She took back the photo album 
and opened it. Looking at the photos of her wedding she saw how madly in love she had been Marcelo had 
appeared so perfect and handsome to her but now..UGH! Even thinking what she thought was the most 


beautiful thing ever done for her, Marcelo following her to Finland, seemed more creepy than cute. 


I's settled My lawyer will call yours „if you find one somewhere, about the custody shit. They start gathering 
information. -M.C. 


Oh I'll find one alright! I'm fighting for this. -Tarja 
Don't get angry bitch, it's just life and you can do nothing about it. You're weak. -M.C. 
| admit | was a fool to ever trust you with anything but I'm growing stronger by the minute. -Tarja 


| bet you are. Run to your precious Tuomas. That's what you always do. Find someone to live your life for you, 


to tell you what to do. Anyway the kid is mine. See you in court -MC. 


Not bothering to answer anymore, Tarja threw the phone away and screamed her lungs out. It would affect 
her vocal chords but what did it matter? No one would hear her music anymore since she had no contract 


nor did she have a manager to get her one. 
Tuomas 


The morning started very lazily for both Tuomas and Johanna. Both of them slept until noon with no 
interruptions. Finally opening his eyes Tuomas groaned deeply. Taking a deep breath he rubbed his face with his 
hands and turned to face the younger woman who was still asleep. Smiling at the sight of the sleeping beauty 
next to him he felt good for a small moment. He smiled back and got up from the bed Grabbing a towel with 


him he went to take a shower. The running water washed off his tiredness and made him wake up properly. 
Turning off the water moments later he stepped out the shower feeling clean and refreshed. Wrapping the 
towel around his waist he tiptoed to the kitchen not to wake Johanna up. Loading the coffee machine he tapped 
it on. *This is one of those better mornings..*, he thought. Suddenly his phone started ringing. 


T -"Tuomas."- 

F -"Hi. Uh.l'm not sure if | should tell you but Tarja called me."- 

T -".0k What was it about?"- 

F -"She got divorced and moved to Finland. Kitee, actually."- 

[poets 

F -"Tuomas?"- 

T -"Yeah. l'm still here. Why did you tell me this?"- 

F -"Oh | just.. thought. Marcelo dropped him from the label and Tarja is obviously heartbroken. | feel bad for 
her."- 

T -"I told her he's slimy but she didn't listen"- 

F -"Yeah he kinda is. How's the composing doing?"- 

T -"It's not. | feel kinda empty."- 

F -"Awww, | sometimes have that too. Usually after doing something great. You'll figure out something 
eventually."- 

T -"I know. It's just frustrating."- 

F -"Actually, | have something in my sleeve. Also Troy said he had something."- 

T -"Great. I'll give him a call."- 

F -"You should Ok gotta go. Me and Hannes are going on a bike ride."- 

T -"Nice, have fun. Bye."- 

F - Bye"- 


Tuomas was startled *Tarja is divorced.?* Staring at the cup of coffee he had poured he couldn't believe it. 
Suddenly all of it came back. Tarja gliding gloriously through the stage with her long, black and blue gown 
fluttering behind her, flashing a great smile for the roaring audience. She had been so magnificent. They, had 
been so magnificent together. -"What's going on?"-, Johanna asked. Tuomas had been so caught up in his own 
thoughts he hadn't noticed she had come to the kitchen too. -"You've been staring that cup for a long time."-, 
She continued. -"Floor called..Tarja is divorced and having trouble."-, Tuomas mumbled and came to sit down 
opposite to her. -"Who's Tarja?"-, The redhead asked curiously. Tuomas stared at her for a while amazed. 
-"She's our first singer."-, The keyboarder noted and let his gaze drop. -"Oh..You never talk about her."-, -"I 
don't and | won't do it now either."-, Tuomas cleared out. -"! was going to make some bacon and eggs. "-, he 
said quickly and turned around. -"You know that when you deny to tell something | get even more curious."-, 
Johanna grinned. -"Not funny."-, -"l hate when you hide things. | want to know you. That's all"-, Johanna then 
said getting annoyed. The atmosphere in the kitchen between the two was growing tense. -"The only thing | 
truly want is this relationship right now is for you to let me in. | need to know things about you."-, The 
redhead whispered and stared at Tuomas's back. Not saying anything for a while, Tuomas dropped the spatula 
on the table next to the stove and put the pan on the table too. -"It's ready. | go dress up."-, He blurted out 
and walked off. 


Later that day, Tuomas was sitting by the keyboards. Only this time, he played it. A completely new tune. He 
got his flame back by thinking of his past muse and it was so fulfilling. Thank god the instrument could record 
on its own since Tuomas was completely lost in his own little world. Hearing the drums and the pipes in his 
head, the orchestra, Floor, everything. Continuing on and on he played like no end. -"Looks like you found 
inspiration. I'm leaving to Lumijoki for a few days."-, Johanna told standing in the doorway of their studio. -"Say 
hi to your parents from me.'-, Tuomas mumbled and continued playing. Not pleased with the answer she got, 


Johanna sighed deeply and left. 


Where had all the feelings gone? Used to be the question Tuomas was pondering on and on but now he found 
the answer. He needed a strong muse to get those masterpieces out of his head. And the only one for him 
seemed to be his childhood friend. Sometimes it appeared creepy even to Tuomas himself but he chose not to 
think about it. Playing on and on he pictured memories in his head. Standing there in front of an already madly 
roaring audience and seeing Tarja step on stage causing it to flip out completely. Smiling to himself the music 
he created lost it's voice in his head. 


